
The X anting of the S hr els, 

Enter Katerina. 

Good morrow Kate, for thats yournamclhearc. 

Kate. Well haue you heard, but fome thing hardofheaiiao. 
T hey call me Katerine, that do talks of me 

Pet. You lye in faith, for you arc call’d plaiaeiGrff. 

And bony Kate, and fomimes Kate the curd: 

But Kate , the prettied Kate inChriftcndome, 

Kate of /Crre-hall, my luper-daincie Kate, 

For dainties ai call Kates, and therefore Kate 
Takcthssof me , Kate olmy confutation. 

Hearing thy mildncflV prais’d in euery Tovms, 

Thy venues fpeke of. and thy beautie founded. 

Yet not fo deepely as to thee belongs, 

My felfe am mou’d to woo thee for my wife. 

Kate, Mou\J in good time, let him that mou’d you hither 
Bemoue you hence : I Knewyouatchefirft 
You were a moueablc. ' 

c Pet. W hy, what’s a moueable ? 

Kat. A ioyn’d (look. 

Pet. Thou hail hit it :comc fit on me. 

Kate. Alles ate macie to beare, and f© are you, 

‘Pet. Wemeu are made to beare, and lo arc you 
Kate. No fuch lade as you , if me you means 
P et. Alas good Kate , I will not burden thee. 

For knowing thee to be but yeng and light. 

Kate. Too light lor fuch afwaincasyou to catch, 

And yet as heauiea* my waight (hould be. 

Pet. Shold be, [hould ; buzze. 

Kate. Welltane, and like a buzzard. 

Pet. Oh flow- wing’d Turtle fliall a buzzard take thee ? 
Kate, lfora Turtle as he takes a buzzard. 

Pet. Come, come you walpe,y ’faith you are too angrie. 
Kate. If I bcwafpifli, belt beware my fling. 

Pet. My remedy is then to pluckc it out. 

Kate. I, If the ioolc could tinde it where it lies. 



Pet. Who knewes not wliere a Watpe does wcare his fling? 

In his caile. 


*f he Taming ofi the fin elt. 

v a te Yours if you talke of cailcs, and fo farewell 

Vet What with my *ongue in you taile. 

Nay ; iom. £***« K«,. I » a Gentltman, ^ 

Kate. That lletiic. . r 

Pet ' i { wearc lie cuffe you, if you flnke agame. 

Kate. So may you leofeyour artnes.. 

If you fluke me you are no Gentleman, 

And if no Gentleman, w hy then noarmes. 

7et . A Herald Kate ? OH put me in thy bookes. 

Kate. Whatisyour Crcft, a Coxcombe ? 

Pet. Atfdmbeldle Cocke fo J^/rrewillbenay hen. 

Kate. No Cocke of mine you crow too like acrauen. 

Pet. Nay cornc Kate come you mull not looke fo fowre. 

Kate. Itismy fafliionwhenl fee a Crab. 

Pet. Why hcerc’j no crab • and therefore looke not fowl c, . 

Kate. There is, there is. 

Per. Then [hew it mee, 

Kate. Had I a glalfe , 1 would. 

pet. What, you meanc my face. 

Knte. Well aym’d of fuch a yong one. 

Pet. Now by S George I am too yong for you.. 

Kate. Yet you are wither’d. 

Pet. Tis with cares, 

Kate, icarcnot. 

Pet. Niyheareyou iftffe.Infoothyau fcape notfo. 

Kate. I chateyouifl tarrie. Lctmcgo. 

Pet. No, not a whit, I find you paffing gentle: 

’Twastcld me you were rough, and coy, and fallen, 

And now I finde report a very ly art 7 

For thou art plcafant, gamefome, palling courteous. 

But flo w infpecch : yet lweete as fpiing-timG flowers. 

Thou canftn®t£rowne,tbou canft not looke a Iconcc, 

Nar bite the lip, asnngvie wenches will, 

Nor haft thoupleafure to be crolTe in talke: 

But thou with mild ndfc cntcrtain’ft thy wooers, 

Witli gentle conference, f®fc, and affable. 

Why docs the world reportthat Kate dorhlimpe? 

Oh flandVous world : Kate like the hazle twig 
isflraight, and [lender, and as broyvne in bus* 









